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replied. CA member of our Government/
said Lord Curzon. 'Dear me! You are not,
I see, merely widely read, but possess a mine
of general information. Gome again soon!*
That stately ghost will not bring to the
Reunion the burden of his pain, his dis-
appointment and his unremitting devotion
to an ideal as unintelligible to his colleagues
as would be a thirteenth-centtiry Crusader
who had stumbled into a Hollywood film-
crusade. His contact with the Ministry was
too brief to earn the dubious right to that
fellowship. He belongs, I think, in another
and older Valhalla. He fades to make way
for the dark and enigmatic eyes of Edwin
Montagu, shrine of all the useless wisdom
of his race, its tragic doubt, its secular sensi-
tiveness and its prevision of doom. I saw
him first on the day that he addressed the
heads of the office on his appointment to
office of Minister. Long before his time the
Minister had been drifted off on the rising
tide of staff, first to a new office building in
Whitehall Place and thence into the gilded
reaches of the Hotel Metropole. It was in
the dining-room of that last outpost of the
mid-Victorian age that Mr. Montagu, pale
as Pierrot, rose to catch the reflection in
absurd mirrors of two eyes that had taken
refuge in his face from, some other and
unknown face. As always, he screened them
for a second before speaking with the dark